

7 be moft lament able T rdgc die 

Reft on my word, and let not difcontent 
Daunt all your hopes :Madame he c mfortsyou, 

Can makeyou greater then the Quccne of Gothesi 
Laftima you arc not difpleafd with this. 

Latttvta. Notiroy Lord,fich true Nobilitie, 

Warrants thefe words in princely curtefie. 

Satu>'. Thankes fwecte Lautn:a 7 Romans let vs goe, 
Raunforoles heerewc let our prifoners free, 

Proclaime our honours Lords with trumpc and Drum. 
Bafitinus* Lord Thus by your leau^ this maid is mine. 
Titus. How fir, areyouincarneftthenmy Lord;? 

Bafsia* I noble Titus y and refolu’d withall. 

To doemyfclfethisreafon andthis right. 

Marcus, Suum euiquam is our R omane iufficc. 

This Prince in iufhce ceazeth but his owne. 

Lucius, A nd that he will and fti all, if Lucius Iiue . 

Thus. Tray tors auaunt, where is the Empcroursgard^ 
Treafon my Lord, Lamniai s furprifde. 

Saiur. Surprifde, by whome? 

*Ba[sia, By him that iuftly may 
Bearehis beriothdjfrom all the world away, 

zJMvtius. Brothers ixlpe toconucy her hence away. 
And with my fword Ilekeepethisdoorcfafe. 

Thus- Foiiow tny Lord, and He foonc bring her back# 
Mutius . My Lord you paflenot heere. 

Tints, What villaine boy s barft me my way in Rome? 
Manus Helpe Lucius helpe* He kills him, 

Lucius, My Lord you arc vniuft,and more then fo, 

In wtongfuli quarrcil you haue flame your fonne. 

Titus. Nor thou, nor he are any Tonnes of mine. 

My Tonnes would neuer fo difhonour me. 

Tray tor reftore Laumia to the Emperour. 

Lucius. Dead if you w il l but not to be his wife, 

Thaus another s lawfuil promulloue. < 
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Enter aloft t he Empereur with Tamara and her two 
format and Aron the Moore. 

Emperour, No Tim , no, the Emperoar needs her not, 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftocke : 

Tie truft by leifure him that mocks me once, 

Theeneuer,nor thy trayterous haughty fonnes. 

Confederates all thus to dilhonour roe. 

Was none in Rome to make a ftale 

But Satnrmne? Full well Andror.icut 

finec thefedeeds.with that proud bragge of thine, 

That faidrt I begd the Empireat thy hands. 

Titus. O monfhous, what reprochfull words e re thelc. 

Satnr. Bat goe thy way es.goegiuethat changing peece, 

To him that flourifnt for her with his fword : 
valiant fonne in law thou fhalt cnioy, 

One,fit to bandy with thy lawlefle fonnes, 

To ruffle in the Common, wealth of Rome. 

Titus. Thefe words are razors to my wounded hart. 

Satur And therefore lonely Tiw^Quecnc of Gothcs,. 

That like the (lately Thebe mongft her Nimphs, 

Dofl ouerfliine the gallant* ft Dames of Rome, 

If thou be pleafd with this my fodaine choyfe. 

Behold I choofe thee Tumora for my Bride, 

And will create thee Emperefleof Rome# 

Spcake QueeneofGothes doft thou applaud my choy fe? 
And heerel fweare by all the Romaine Gods, 

Sith Prieflandholy water arefoncere, 

And tapersburne fo bright, and euery thing 
In readinesfor Hymemus (land, 

I will not refalute the ftreets of Rome, 

Or clime my Paihce ,til from forth this place, 

I lead cfpoufdc my Biide along with me. 

T Amor a. Andhecreinfightof heauento Romclfwcare, 
If Saturnine aduance the QueeneofGothes, 


